Siam
And right above it, as if it had been placed
there, the old, dead moon, a large full moon of
the colour of tin, begins to fade before the sun
which rises opposite. All this western horizon
would be a sight from which to avert the eyes,
a sight to strike terror, did one not know what
in fact it is: a storm, of an aspect a hundred
times more terrible than ours, which broods
there as if sleeping, and in all probability will
not break.
It was to this we owed the heat and the kind
of electric tension so enervating in its effect,
which had oppressed us towards the end of the
night. From experience of these climates we
had guessed before seeing it that somewhere
or other in the air there was a monster of the
kind, But as we watch it begins to lose shape,
to become attenuated so that it no longer has
the appearance of consistence, and we breathe
more and more freely in proportion as it all
gradually dissolves. At the moment there are
a few negligible clouds; presently there remains
nothing but a light vapour which does no more
than cover with a warm mist the western side
of this little sea over which we travel alone*
Not a canoe in sight, no more sign of man
than before his first appearance amongst the
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